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Do Ya Think I\'m Sexy? 


Author's Notes: 
The first chapter\'s title is taken from the song by Rod Stewart. 


Enjoy! Constructive criticism is always welcome. 


“Initiate me?” Really?" 
Johnny cocked one eyebrow at the photos and smirked. 
"You fucking hypocrite." 


Moz looked at him innocently. 
"Why would you call me that?" 


"Because," Johnny said and poked the singer's chest with his finger, "you claim celibacy and at the same time 
you're toying with invitations like that, teasingly displaying your sex appeal." 


"You think l'm sexy?" 


Johnny ignored the question 


"That's the concept, huh? Touchable, but not available. Driving people crazy. What do you wanna provoke?" 
He shook his head and left. 


‘lm not sure what! wanna provoke," Moz mumbled, "but | know exactly who ." 


| Wish | Could Laugh 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter\'s title is taken from the Smiths-song \"That Joke Isn\t Funny Anymore\". 


Enjoy! Constructive criticism is alway welcome. 


"Geez, Mozzer, can't you hold still for a split second?" 


While he played annoyed and impatient, Andy secretly grinned to himself. 
He was having plenty of fun with the singer squirming beneath him. 


It was actually really nice to see Morrissey smiling uncontrollably. 


It was even nicer to be the one responsible for this reaction 


So he enjoyed the way Moz tried to oppress his chuckles, being extra slow while writing the words ‘INITIATE 


ME: in long pen strokes on his friend's stomach, carefully retracing each letter multiple times. 


It seemed like Sorrow's native son could indeed smile for someone. 


Or NII Just Hug You To Death 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter\'s title is taken from the song \"Why Can\'t | Be You?\" by The Cure. 


Enjoy! Constructive criticism is always welcome. 


"Hug your guitarist." 
This simple and short order from the photographer made Morrissey feel very uncomfortable. 
Meanwhile, Mike, Andy and Johnny waited for him to do as he'd been told. 


As he tugged at his sleeve shyly and wetted his lip with his tongue, avoiding his band mates' gaze and not 
really following the instruction, he suddenly felt two arms wrap around him tightly from behind. 


Johnny had decided to take the initiative. 
Maybe he'd been tired of waiting, or maybe he'd wanted to make it easier for his singer. 


However, the smile in his eyes said something entirely different. 


